LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

coast in the congenial company of his housekeeper, a woman coming on
for sixty with whom he takes his walks abroad in the morning in his
shirt-sleeves, whom he reads to at night (in a kind of Popular History of
Germany) in the silence of the Presidential mansion, and with whom
(and a couple of camp stools) he walked out last Sunday to behold the
paper-chase, I cannot tell you how taken I am with this exploit of the
President's and the housekeeper's. It is like Don Quixote, but infinitely
superior. If I could only do it without offence, what a subject it would
make!
To-morrow morning early, etc.

Page 309, line 16 from foot.    After " making an income," read:
for my family.    That is rightly the root and ground of my ill.    The
jingling, tingling, damned mint sauce is the trouble always; and if I
could find a place, etc.?    I have never heard a word from Le Sieur Bourget.
